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happened. For the most important thing has happened that could
happen; and I have seen it?
The tone in which he said this and the gleaming light in his
eyes alarmed Mr. Jones but it occurred to him that it was just
in states of mind of this kind that young gentlemen were liable
to buy expensive theological books.
"It's the best Saint Augustine on the market," he said.
"I saw Eternity this morning," remarked Sam. Whether in
the long history of Glastonbury, anyone had uttered these sim-
ple words before, no one knows, but if anyone had done so, the
chances are that the remark was received in the same manner
then as now.
"It's a Baskerville edition," insisted Bartholomew Jones.
Sam bade him good afternoon, and strode off quicker than
the old man could follow. He had fully expected to be ridiculed
or scoffed at for his revelation; but it had never entered his head
that his great difficulty would be to arouse any interest in it. He
began to wonder if he were, after all, the only person who had
seen the Grail since the ancient days. Perhaps the Grail had ap-
peared to a great many people and not one of these people had
been able to persuade anyone even to attend to what they had
to say about it! Perhaps life in Glastonbury was full of such
miracles; and yet those who reported them always found their
excitement falling on deaf ears.
He soon reached the curiosity shop itself. At the door he met
Red Robinson, who was about to attend a meeting of the Com-
rades in their old meeting-place at the top of the house. Mr.
Robinson looked a good deal sprucer and more neatly dressed
than when he had accosted Sam last Spring at the gate of St.
John's churchyard. He had a white collar on now; but he still
wore the same old, brown cloth cap, pulled down rather rakishly
over his forehead and tilted a little to one side. This cap, what-
ever else he wore, brought into the Glastonbury High Street an
indescribable air of Whitechapel and the Old Kent Road.
It came over Sam with a rush of emotion how it had been
Robinson's speech, reporting Crummie's words, that had started
him upon this whole new psychic pilgrimage.
" *Ee 'as the fice of a sighnt," had been the man's rendering